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paper, I introduced myself to you as a friend of the Bosse-bceufs. You received me in such an informal and unsuspecting kind of way that I find it difficult to tell you how really touched I was by it. As a matter of fact, the Bosse-bceufs are very good and very old friends of mine. I didn't deceive you about that. But I told you that I wanted to put a proposition before you on behalf of an arts committee in Touraine. There I did deceive you. I couldn't avoid it. You'll see why. When I sent my card in to you, you didn't notice my name particularly ? "
" Not particularly, I must confess."
" You may have come across it recently in connection with a matter which you have been investigating - in the background, to be sure. But clearly you haven't been concerning yourself most about proper names. So much the better. I propose to speak to you with absolute frankness. I got in touch with you entirely on my own initiative, I didn't consult anybody.
" Let me begin with a confession. I am one of those men ^vhose fate is decided for them by chance - the chance of birth, the chance of marriage. I have had to put up with a position in life which does not at all correspond with my tastes. I should have liked to travel, to jot down my impressions, to live in the world of history and art, to be a dreamer; and to be quite free in my sentimental life, too. Pierre Loti, some of the more subtle English writers, Maurice Barres, without his politics - not that I despise politics, but I know very little about them - those are the kind of men who would have been my masters and my models. Instead I am tied to a business which bores me and sometimes makes me sick. I have no illusions whatever about what it's all worth, I have to fight, now and then, in its interests - and, Lord, what interests they are 1 - out of loyalty to my associates, because of family obligations. . . . But I don't want to fight against a man like you."
Gurau had b^gun by looking at him. Then he turned his head away slightly and stared at a little cut-glass salt-cellar. He leant his right cheek on his half-opened hand. With his